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| Hear the Thunder Three Miles Away 


Author's Notes: 

Challenge Keywords: RISK, SPREAD, PANIC, SILENT KILLER. Had the idea, because back in late February and early 
March, though about Three Mile Island nuclear accident, "Face the Fire" and its lyrics felt as if it could apply 
symbolically to the current situation.. now someone else has said it on a YouTube video for the song, so seeing 
as I'm not the only one who's made the connection, I'm not ashamed of it. Also, like us trying to distract 
ourselves in Quarantine, while it ended up turning into a song, Dan was initially trying to distract himself with 
the jam here. And as for the last paragraph, for that particular song, Dan donated the percentage of album 
sales to solar energy development. As for including Joe Walsh, most people who don't know much history about 
Dan Fogelberg -they were friends from a young age and played in a band together before Joe joined The 
Eagles. Joe played on a number of Dan's albums. He didn't play on "Face the Fire", though its obvious he had a 
lot of influence in how the solo formed (and he did produce the Phoenix album). https://youtube/drAQWVa- 
mHO The song, to understand the sound described at the end, and see where | sneaked future lyrics into the 


conversation 


"You told me you were calling me over to jam and hang out," Joe Walsh called from the driveway as he slung 
his guitar bag over his shoulder and tossed the door shut behind himself. "I didn't realize you were looking for 


moral support in one, this might be the most fun we've had yet. Or at least in a long time." 


Joe had suspected when he'd received the sudden call and invite to jam from Dan Fogelberg, rather than an 
offer to plan for one in advance to ensure it was most convenient, a certain amount of frustration was the 


motivating factor. 


He wasn't expecting his long time friend -who typically was overbearingly polite and patient -to already be 
waiting on his front stoop when he pulled up. Yet there Dan stood. Guitar already strapped over his shoulder, 
eyes stricken, lips pressed into a thin line, and tapping his heel restlessly on the weathered, wooden porch 
boards below him. 


"You don't know how glad | am to see you," said Dan wistfully. "Or how much | hope it wasn't too much trouble 


to come over. | know | usually give more notice.” 


Joe chuckled. 0h, how refreshing it was to be around a case the polar opposite of the mammoth egos he spent 
most of his time with. 


It was funny how they all got along with Dan and had all spent parts of their spare time jamming with him and 


contributing to his sessions, even when they couldn't all get along with each other. 


At one point, Joe had wanted Dan in The Eagles. Even Henley in all his stubbornness liked that suggestion, and 
even admitted it to Joe's face -in front of Glenn! But as time went on, he knew why that arrangement never 
came about, and was never meant to be. Dan, not unlike Randy, was too humble to survive working full-time in 


the arrangement Joe doubted would last much longer as it was. 


It wasn't often these days that Joe was the one providing escape, rather than seeking it. Though, the 


suggestion had seemed nice enough. 


"Oh, you know me," he quipped, strutting up to the front steps, and walking into the house when Dan held the 
door open. "I'm not on the road or in the studio at the moment. If there was something else I'd rather be doing 
more right now, I'd straight up tell you. Been awhile anyway -l'd ask what you're up to, but maybe I'd better 
ask first, what the hell's got you all riled up?" 


"Have a look at the TV. It probably won't take long to see what you can hardly get away from." 


Joe didn't even have to wait. It was already there for him to see from the living room doorway. Maps of 
Pennsylvania, with outlined sections in a mess of fancy colors. The confirmed spread of the radiation. The 
untested areas it was suspected to have already reached. How far the radiation was expected to spread in 


entirety, with multiple versions accounting for the failure of emergency procedure to carry out as intended. 


Every day, the news was different. On the first day, the risk for residents in the nearby towns was 
considered none. Supposedly, no radiation had escaped -in the words of the company. Two days following, talks 


of evacuation for the nearest towns were being made in response to a hydrogen bubble, threatening to explode 


and release far more radiation into the air. Then it was thought less necessary over the course of a week. 
Today, as measurements were being retaken, the estimated risk was creeping back up, and in certain ways, 


was worse than ever. 


People panicked for their safety were beginning to evacuate out of precaution. The only option they could fully 
trust. The radiation was invisible, but potentially spreading no less dangerously than a wildfire. 


"Three Mile Island. We can't really complain about that when we're all the way out here, way out of the danger 


zone. Not that | don't" Joe added with a curt chuckle. 
He'd had a few rants himself. Ones he wouldn't share with the mild temper he was in the company of now. 


Dan winced at the TV screen, now showing frantic people lined up at the state capital, as well as smaller town 
halls, crying out with their fears and concerns, and pleading for answers. Fears that were falling in deaf ears, 
and answers that were going to be no less straight than the mess on the news each day -whether they led to 
a response less, or more dangerous than the nearby residents packing up and leaving indefinitely to escape the 
silent killer set loose from the plant. 


"Bless their hearts," he muttered softly, before turning to Joe without quite meeting his eyes. "It might not be 
fair of us to complain about that in Pennsylvania when those people are all going through it and we're fine 


over here. The response to it is another thing. And the lack of caution" 


"Oh, sure," agreed Joe. "It's not just that plant. Every other one like it has a lot of questions to answer now. 


Now everyone against them have seen what they were told wouldn't happen become reality 


"They're putting those reactors out through California where we have earthquakes, and they keep wanting to 
put them closer and closer to fault lines, saying they have all these things in place to make it safe, and all 
these measures to keep everyone safe in the event of an emergency." Dan motioned to the TV, which showed 
someone in a protective suit measuring the radiation, which was now beginning to reach the surrounding 


waterway. That was leading into a debate on how far downstream contamination could have carried. 


Clearly, it wasn't enough on relatively stable ground. A whole lot of good it does anyway when it's said they 
can't follow their own emergency procedure. Or more likely, they're just lying that it's safer than it is so they 


can get their way without anyone questioning it, and just gain more power to keep lying.’ 


"Are they under the power of gold?" Joe quipped, citing Dan's big hit of the last year. Seeing Dan's stern face, 
which silently scolded a no? funny, he sobered up. 


"Killjoy. No, | couldn't help it. But I'll at least fry to stop. No promises, anyway." 
"At least you're honest" The stern went away, leaving the mournful look from before. "Tim already said that 


last week anyway. The more | see, the more | say someone better take it all away from them before they kill 


any more people than they're going to the way it is. Kill the fire itself instead. 


"That's about the most violent thing I've heard you say," Joe teased. "What happened to the kid | met in 


Illinois?" 


Dan set down the acoustic he'd held at the door out of habit, and picked up another guitar from the corner of 


the living room. The Les Paul. The secret weapon few knew he had, or how he could use it. 


Electric over acoustic. We're bringing out the big guns Today. | guessed right -this IS gonna be the most fun since 
Fool's Gold 


"If you're looking to go back to the old days, right here." Dan lifted the guitar slightly to emphasize it. "We 
better get to it, if you're ready. Before | say something | don't mean and regret it later when I'm not angry." 


Joe grinned, with a now almost evil glint in his eyes. "Remember when we used to tease you to try and rile 
you up? You got your best solos and came up with the best trade offs to me when you were angry. Today | 
won't even have to do that -just turn on the TV." 


"Don't even need to do that. We'll end up on it again later. You know we will," sighed Dan, leading Joe to the den 
tucked at the back of the house, half-built into the hillside and equipped to contain more noise than some old 
rivals from Peoria might have thought it'd need to -and today, it certainly would. 


"You can't turn away from that mess as long as it's there.” 


With the amp switched on, and gain a few levels higher than usual, a blaring progression in hard strikes tested 
the volume. A minor, D Major, G Major. A pensive pause for an arpeggio to weave in, before it was answered 


by a brighter, more resolute C-D-G pattern, only to wind around back to the first. 


Joe identified exactly where he'd come in and accelerate the jam up to full speed, and where they both would 


after getting a feel for it. 


As an old game they used to play, Dan had turned to face the open window with sunlight blazing though bright 
as the invisible fire burning nearly 3000 miles away. He would try to turn around to face Joe the exact 


moment he came in, if he correctly anticipated when Joe would choose to start. 


"You can only turn to the sun and try to make something good come out of it," he mused softly, just before 


spinning around on the second resolution. 


Just as Joe's fingers made contact with the strings and climbed up from E to a screaming A over the A 
minor chord, echoing the panic and confusion that reached far further than the three miles of the island itself. 


Maybe loud enough that one day, when Dan repeated the licks to follow on his own, it'd say that someone 
actually was listening. Whether he was just as helpless to do anything, or if maybe he would find some way. 


